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The Heroine of the Heart 


Listen, not anyone else but it is me 
who is tormenting myself 

being entangled in the very web 
that I have woven around me 


I bring upon myself the painful shame 
and confront the treacherous faces 

and their hypocrisy 

the deep wound in me bleeds endlessly 
till it becomes a swirling river of blood 
that carries away 

all my -wealth in one sweep 


Still wrapped in my delicate clothes 

I try to cling to my throne of innocent gems 
the man: sometimes a beggar 

sometimes an outcast 

sometimes the king of kings 

and now again 

a sage lost in meditation 

waits upon me standing close to my throne 


I am the ultimate miser 
and the greatest bounty 
I am the problem and solution fused into one 


I am precious like the boundless joy 
flowing from the bieeding wound of my pain 
I am the whole manifestation 
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and the tragic virtue 

I am the sweetheart 

the protagonist and the matchless 

I challenge time, the great destroyer 


From each of my utterances 

my sidelong glances 

my laughters, my postures 

my love, my joy, my silent reproof 

my burning fury, even from my brutal envy 
the poet of poets is born 


Digitized by PPRACHIN, SOA 


A Grimmer Rainbow 


A heavy downpour 

lightning started dancing from cloud to cloud 
drawing dazzling lines of fire 

all over the sky 

branching out in patterns of roots in soil 


Sound of the horse hoof 

echoed from below and above 

the tusker raised its trunk 

and poured in torrents, the rain’s mystery 
spreading over the whole forest 

and getting uncontrolled 

was falling in great cascades 


Suddenly, the hooves fell silent 
someone in a wink 

moved away far and farther 

the tusker, tired and exhausted 

fell asleep in the wild grass 

the rain-water ran off in heavy currents 


This rain water is such 

that in it innumerable bubbles run amuck 
and each bubble carries 

the images of a thousand scattering rainbows 
branches and leaves 

were talking ceaselessly with flowing water 


They were telling in whispers 
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“Look, some brilliant archer 

has rested his colorful bejeweled bow 

on the hill’s other side to connect 

the neighbouring hill with the distant one 


This rainbow, how strange is its being! 

it sits steady on the unsteady raindrops, 
always flowing down like you 

verily like you 

the essence of truth 

time, place and incidents change 

but right in the middle of all that 

you sit unmoved and yet you surround all 
like the web of illusion and bind me in it 
you put together the colorful and the colorless 
and on the plane of consciousness 

you draw a figure 

so dear, so solid and so touching 
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Lost Moments 


Now the time is over 

since I have wasted my lifetime 

getting myself drowned in the senseless babble 
and in clinging to trivialities 


Unknowingly the blue and red scarf 

has slipped off my shoulders 

and today my heart is adorned in a new color 
breaking into ripples of music 


The whole sky has already put on 

the fading glow of the dusky expression 

telling perhaps that the time is over 

please whisper a word, my love 

just look at me even if it is only for once 

and accept the white lotus of my prayer 

the immortal perfume of which is moistening my palms 


This the time to tell everything 

to offer my deepest love to you 

to quench my thirst 

that has disturbed me for so many lives 


This is the time for tears in me 
to grow into crystals 


Poor time, as it conceals nothing 


neither virtue nor voice 
he keeps his face covered 
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in the shadow of doubt and disgrace 
he races along the wide sky 

like a jet of smoke 

he has no power to halt for a moment 


Look, look 

the remaining hours are unstable 

like yellow leaves on a branch 

hurrying like a line of sunbeam on the hill’s crest 
look, the chords in my throat 

are trembling to say a word 


If only today 

the endless treasury of words open out once 
1 would choose that perfect word 

perhaps then my naked soul 

like the bosom of this naked earth 

would surrender its pulsating eternity 
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Right at the Centre 


My life revolves in the cycle of birth 
youth, old age and death 

and I change my body 

as I change yesterday's spent garlands 
offered to God with fresh ones at worship 
I repeat all this endlessly 

show whatever desires and dreams 1 have 
and their particular nature are irrelevant 


In the process of attainment emptiness 

I wait for you 

and after getting you in flood of joyful tears 
I lose you in the limitless void 

this is my ultimate experience 

I have become the eternal now 

and roam around in and beyond time 


Who is there at the centre 

who is this light that comes flashing 
and then goes out now and again 
are you there right at the centre 
equidistant from the circumference 
the centre that never moves 
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Magician of Words 


Are you a magician of words 

the destroyer and the death? 

how could I know 

that your question would never be answered 
and that words would flee in this strange way 


How could I know that they would rush out 
like a bejeweled passionate lover 

and stop abruptly at the doorstep of my lips 
quivering and crying 

yet in their irrelevant blush 

they would turn at last into a tree or rock 


Till today I was trapping the sky 

with the many-coloured net of words 

and when I so wanted " would set it free 

I put the words on their wings 

with manifold experiences 

to the farthest space far beyond their last limits 


When a question from you 

banged at the door of my consciousness 
I got to know the meaninglessness 

of the words I coined 

and of those tricks of the world to hide 
the uselessness of senseless words 


Well, how can I overcome 


this sheer muteness of words 
and face your overwhelming questioning? 
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O killer of words 

O my love, my redeemer 

how I wish to-day to utter a word 

and trade it for remaining span of my life 
and that word should be the right answer 
after which there will be 

no need for words any more 

and this will end the pain of punishment 
of my bewildered heart 

writhing lifelong in that sweet dilemma 
of either to speak or not to speak 
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Where are You Taking Me? 


Where are you taking me 

here is my family and my home 

and all these duties that are left to be done 
what dream has charmed you 

that you allure me away 

leave me alone 


Perhaps the blood flowing 

in the veins of your dream is mine 

but tell me in which throne of emptiness 
you will make me sit 

after taking me beyond the earth’s final point 


Here deep down in my heart 

endless tears are flowing in wild cascades 
you are that infatuation 

and coloured grains of dust 

at what point of time should 1 meet you 
to separate myself from myself 


Here it is impossible 

to meet you at any known point of time 
yet knowing this well 

how do I come out to run away with you 
leaving behind my home 


Each one of my dreams is a tender sapling 
in the bosom of some faraway valley 
I write their names on earth 
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and caress them tenderly with love 

hoping within me that with my gentle touch 
these dreams would stir back into life 

the passionate strings of my body 

‘would vibrate into music in the air 

tell me, when that ripple of music 

will spread its wings to touch your heart? 
and with how much rain of tears? 


How long should I write my song 

in no-script language 

and for centuries why should 1 entangle 
my roots with that of a tree 

and why should I step out with you 
ignoring everything 

why should 1 thus shiver alone? 

like a blade of grass in the lonely field 
why should I bleed and taste my own blood? 
and yet when you hold my hand 

I jump over the world 

and get ready to come with you? 
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The Empress of the Void 


At last they left 
after realizing the ultimate necessity of life 


Like a fading dusk 
1 waved depart to the distance horizon with one hand 
and salvaged my being from the dust with the other 


After sometime 

the flower on my braid will fall off 
and my face will melt in the darkness 
when no one is around 

a voice in me will ask naggingly 


Whether they were the men of love 

or were merely Shylocks for flesh 

how had 1 got imprisoned in someone’s eyes 
how a coloured butterfly had flown away 
from the tender most tree of my dreams 


1 do not know what elements 

I am made with 

I look like the fog in a rustic winter 

I cry and 1 laugh 

no one knows how do I spend my life 
mumbling in a language 

sans alphabets sans sounds 


They wanted to dump me 
into the loneliest corner of darkness 
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God only knows how 1 collected 

the broken pieces of life and survived 

come here to me 

I am the victor of getting back my lost being 


Happy birds returning in a formation to their nests 
are looking like a cross in the sky 

there is the throb of ecstasy every where in the air, 
a rain drop fostering on the blade of grass 

hidden inside crevices of the earth 


Quietly 1 have to return to the abyss of my despair 


as you know, dear 
I have to leave everything behind here 
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Ultimate Misfortune 


How could we get separated? 

when your picture is tattooed in my soul 
your image is stilled in my heart 

and your shadow overwhelms my body 


Today I told my fortune to leave 

since it is time for me to stay alone 

and push aside the watchful time saying, wait 
I shall not object to our meeting at the end 


But let us measure this eternity 

where there is no day and night 

darkness and light 

today and tomorrow 

this is a new union 

blossomed out from every cell of my sun-loving body 
are endless lotus flowers of blue, white and red 
demanding steady flow of attention from untiring bees 


the earth has become full of sweet fragrance 
and the whole sky is vibrating with a silent call, 
my entire being gets up to ask who is it 


Not so much familiarity 

not so much of love and trust 

haphazard meeting of eyes 

a song from half uttered lips 

a half hidden fragile statue 

which breaks into pieces the moment you touch it 
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This earth called me aside and asked, 

are you mad, 

from where did you learn to get emancipated 
from fate and time and become great? 


Are you really free from obligations 

and worldliness of life from today? 

have you brought fate under your control 

or you have freed your fate from all accusations 
in this world have you remained untouched 
from the ravages of time 


1 did not care for all this 
I know the questionnaire does not know 


the way I have known and tolerated you so far 


there has been so much sunshine on his path 
he, like me has never groped in the cold darkness of life 
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Thunderous Embrace 


What a brightness of this light is 

the radiance of which has blossomed 
inside my being and from that divinity 
I have become a full flood of light 


How do I describe 

the details of my ecstasy 

and the colours of my imagination 

how do I live with such vast brightness of light 
in this calculated world of narrow mindedness 
as if the sky is only inches away from me 

and is showering blessings on my coronation 


Slowly the bright fire of my being is flying 
into the endlessness of void 


Yet what is this terrible shadow walking by my side 
terrorizing the whole existence 

the fresh green face of the grass becoming pale 

the stretch of water in the young rice field 

looking pathetic like tearful eyes 


This terrible shadow suffocates the waves 

of the river and makes the oceans 

shiver with its vanity then reaches the horizon 
and jumps back into the sky 


The waves of light are thrilled with delight 
why does this lengthy shadow 
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projecting its tongue like a snake? 


Shivering in fear and keeping you in mind 
I ask the Earth and the Sky 

who is immortal and what is the truth 
what is my real identity 

tell me 

is it the bright light or the terrible shadow? 


On the illuminated altar of my being 

why does this shadow roars 

and why does it not die down 

from somewhere the answer comes softly but rudely 
is it your voice or voice of the sky 


Made from the gems of light, my love 
now tell me are you made only of light 


and nothing of darkness? 


This light and this darkness are two arms of mine 
let them keep surrounding you in an eternal embrace 
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River 


In new kind of oblivion 

I have forgotten my own destination 

I have forgotten the promise I gave to the sky 
to the mountains 

the promise of not staying back 

how do I know that you would be standing 
here like a frozen ocean 

the blue emperor with your intense desire 

you would be looking like a saint 

and at the same time restless 

on seeing whose reflection 

in the quivering water of your unfolded palms 
you would be forgetting yourself 


The afternoon sunshine would be nestling 

on the leaves and the grasses 

my bosom would be getting drenched in turmeric water 
your golden body would be glowing 

like afternoon sunshine 


Again I shall forget my own identity 
on becoming the echo of your wish 
I shall be dying and again coming back to life 


Once you came in my dreams 

when I was smoldering 

in the accumulated pain of many lives 
in the stoic caves 
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Those dreams are not old 

they are forever new 

like your thirst forever searching a new stream of river 
again your desire to cross the river 

was total new for me 

am I a stream of ‘Birupa’ or deep bed of ‘Mahanandi’ 

I called you in 

but where is the violence of my over flowing the banks? 


There are only questions in my streams 
and waves of such questions are breaking their heads 
against your half closed and indifferent lips 


Your answers were heavy breaths 

lost in the thickness of moon beams 

I did not hear anything 

suddenly I turned my back on life 

that was sitting firm crowned with decay and death 


For you I became a boat 

became a boat woman too 

became a wild stream 

also became the means to cross that stream 


In that very moment 

I totally forgot the whole past and the future 

where is the earth, where is the boat 

where is the river, where is the passenger 

I felt as if the whole life 1 was only 

an affectionate bosom open for love 

perhaps 1 was merely a definite target of your passion 


I was getting drawn to an unknown country 
I was surrounded by millions of stars 

I was overwhelmed by the cosmic light 

and universal darkness 


‘Then was I an intense fragrance 
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was I a wave of the sweetest song 

I was shivering in the whole universe 

or else was I that strange bridge 

joining this shore with the one that is unknown 
as if the emptiness of the whole universe 

had become a small dot 

and was ecstatic on stepping in to my heart 


After all your desires are fulfilled 

I shall again be left shabby and deserted 
like a place after the celebration is over 
and shall alone drag my lengthy body 
into the dark corner of utter loneliness 


Inside that loneliness 


sometimes the echo of your voice 
will be tearing my heart like a thunder of despair 
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At Dawn 


At an early dawn someone called me 
whose affectionate presence along with fleshy wind 
filled my courtyard? 


The golden harp of my heart was vibrating 
with sweet music 

the ocean was roaring in the darkness 

1 was surrounded by the shore of limitlessness 
the whole sky was full of nimbus clouds 
threatening to rain 


I was being dragged | 

by the absence of mysterious power 

the bed of emptiness was getting filled with fragrance 
of someone’s breath and voice 


your fingers like thousands lotus petals 
were getting dissolved in every cell of my body 
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Moon Beams 
The Pond 


I am a pond full of mud and dirt 

surrounded with the labyrinth of discarded things 
in the knee deep water 

are the frogs, snails, oysters and fish fingerlings 
even the mad dance of the curious wind 

is unable to ruffle my silence 


at times the crane gets into it 

in pouncing steps 

with eyes targeted under water 

you are that overflowing moon beams 
why do you come over here 

and caress the tender-most 

parts of my body with your fragrant hands 
with what magic 

you keep painting your illumined irnage 
on the ordinary canvas of my heart 
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Rain of Camphor 


The rain of camphor 

here, there and everywhere 

in the river, in the ocean 

my entire being is soaked with fragrance 


It is there all over my hair 

on my lips and softly filling into my heart 
who is he singing from the distant land 
sitting under the shadow of the tree 

in the mysterious milieu 


whose song is this spreading far and wide 


the echoes of which are vibrating in the flute 
as if it is yours 
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Pitcher of Honey 


The eastern sky 

the darkness in its formless hands 

is holding a pitcher of honcy 

the drops of which are falling on to the trees 
and from the trees onto the earth 


Drop by drop 

it is deluging my home, my courtyard 
and the world everywhere 
overwhelming my ecstasy of pain 
drop by drop 

the whole night of honey 

is coming to an end 


the earth is moving into dawn 

making the leaves rustle with her breath 
our inaudible footsteps are moving 

in the ever moving time of life 
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The Oyster 


1 was destined to drag myself 
from the chase of whales 
and helplessly roam around in the kingdom of the ocean 


At the end of the ocean 

a lonely star becomes visible 

from among the countless stars 

why that one alone is staring at me 

and willy nilly 1 consider it to be quite intimate 
to me and 1 offer silent prayers from my heart 
from the fathomless depth of the sea I hear 
the voice calling me to come 

and look at the sky 

inside me the lightning dances 

my little heart begins to awake 


Drops of creative bliss was falling from the far off sky 
the void was vibrating 

and the geography of the heaven was full of ecstasy 
and the whole of ocean was swelling 

with recitation of oum 


Finally a drop of divinity 

falls into my waiting lips 

into the green forest of romance 
in that moment of ecstasy 

I bloom into fullness of youth 
and conceive into motherhood 
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Irrelevance 


My golden body is like morning sunshine 
exploding on the earth 
if your love is genuine then why such fear? 


Every cell of my body is trembling 
with half love and half fear 
what a mysterious thread binding and separating 


If there is nothing else between us 
only you and me and nobody else 

then who do I fear 

day in and day out 

where from does this spine chilling fear 
come and freeze my heart 


That fear gets painted before my eyes 

those terrible days of your absence 

when the sun, the moon, the clouds 

and the wind were there normal selves 

I was dragging myself in the endless void 

neither looking at the flashy lightning 

and nor at the rainbow 

avoiding the strong current of wind 

without getting drawn towards the beckoning of hope 
and hiding my face I said No 


Even when in your embrace 
the state of my absences roars inside me 


at the horizon someone’s vague hands 
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ruffle the void to say ‘No’ 

neither there is the fear to lose 

nor the fear of getting lost 

from inside the world made of clay 

comes rushing my blood red anger, my vanity 
and my cry of hunger 

then do I ask for ultimate rights 

from the finite? 


How do I overcome the illogical fear 

and break the sequence of failures? 

being almost dead from fear 

and after draining all my life from life 

{ clasp your sandal wood tree like body 
intimately like a snake and in that embrace 

I want to forget my existence 

my weakness and my not being to your liking 


In my thirsty arms of sand 
you are always like a new stream of water, my love 
1 promise to hold you in my embrace forever 


Whose voice and whose shadow 

who waves depart and to whom 

who goes away from whom 

visible like a vague image in the broken mirror 

audible like the echo from an ancient dilapidated palace 


What is this mysterious circle 

you do not allow me to be separated from you 
when you are naked 

you drag me into the naked horizon 

I stand dazed 

while you keep becoming the earth and the sky 
water and the fire 

and fragrance of the ecstasy 
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Just at that moment 

an experience is born out of my blood 

its does neither have a body nor does it get tired 
in that state of ecstasy 

I cling to the nearness of your farthest distance 
and worship your formlessness 
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The Fugitive 


You can neither ever return 
nor look strait into my eyes 
which once were burning like lamps 
on the path of your arrival 


The society, the history and 

the tradition are aware of the ways of a fugitive 

you did not even wave depart when you disappeared 
like the reflection of a lost star ‘in the river 

like garlands decorated at the welcome gate 

my hope withers hoping against hope 


Your heart like the conflagration of a forest fire 
yet behind all your sweet nothings 
how sweet is your breathless voice! 


Waves of wind howl on my loneliness 
someone’s satire tears my heart apart 
drops of bloods keep clotting on metallic eyes 


Are you a kid hiding and avoiding 
to answer my questions 

or you are a different god 

who combines 

every creation with destruction 

or the intense eagerness of 

your creative moments 

evaporate at the time of destruction 
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Trees get uprooted in silence 

mountains and the sky collapse on the earth 
no one knows why do I alone grope in the fog 
to capture a vanishing shadow 


People run helter and skelter 

from the altar of sacrifice 

wanting to be free from home from caves 
from the truth, from the burden of memory 
from love or from the entanglement of life 
but you run away from your own being 
wishing to be free from your own creation 
Oh fugitive! wherever you are 

whether in the battlefield or on the seat of power 
or in the arms of another sweet woman 

let there be endless rain of 

flowers on the path of your life 
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White Darkness 


When the dense shadow of the mountain 

enters the nest of midnight 

initiating the slow leak of warmth 

from the closed wings 

it feels like someone is around even when he is not there 


His being was getting broken into pieces 

his voice getting melted away 

really I am not able to recognize his utter simplicity 
is it you who keep returning to me as thunder 

as silence, as symphony of the dancing fountain 


someone stops and stretches his hand 
getting drenched in rains 

wakes up the earth from the sleep 

and whispers inaudible things to her ears 


My body stinks like a dirty drain 

stinking too are my unconditional surrender 

and the promises you made 

which will continue to vitiate 

the whole of existence during my life time 

yes I keep my door open, I rub sleep from my eyes 
and extend my dreams into the impossible beyond 
hoping against hope 

that something will brighten up in front of me 

at the end of my last dream 

in the white darkness 
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I do not Understand 


I do not understand what is truth 

and what is not 

on getting up from dreams 

I search for my arrogance 

and hold back revenge of unfamiliar events 
in my left hand 

despite being armed with deadly weapons 


I get entangled in your embrace 
like the laybrinth of roots inside the soil 
yet 1 cannot claim that ] belong to the earth 


Endless questions of what is right 

and what is not right keep shouting 

and tear open the silence with the sword of a bright pen 
just to get an answer from the depth of your being 


Let me dust off the flowers from the tapestry of my sari 
let me throw away my bangles in to the waste bin 
let me take away the green from the spring of my life 


Day in and day out 

J] search for an answer 

] ransack every nook and corner of the void 
shake the constellation of stars 

and chase the clouds to come and touch me 
finally the sky fumbles into rains 
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The Formless Idol 


That day I twisted the trees overlooking my window 
and said keep quiet, what are you looking at? 


I have spent the night breathlessly in distress 
with a heavy heart 

how come you pull back the wind 

in the thickness of your leafy branches 


Why? what is your difficulty? 

now on I shall reveal the answer 

no one knows who has written 

these few lines on the temple above my eye lids 
that 1 shall make a live statue with nectar 

from the source of nothing 


By breaking the silence of words and making them move 
by tolerating the unbearable pain 

shedding drops of my own blood in the quick sand 

why only I should create golden opportunity for you 


Holding millions of images of our intimate relationship 


in the mirror of my heart 
I shall keep walking the life’s endless path 
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Bandage 


We remain camouflaged 
inside the soft silk robe of relationship 
but in reality I am like a mouse tortured in the trap 


My offerings are thrown apart 

and despite struggle 

I am not able to reach out to the feet of God 

perhaps it is not possible to arrive at the place of dreams 


The knife of our meeting tears open the silences 

my body burns in contact with the ferocious man 

I remain helpless with raised hands 

from the sunset to sunrise losing the sap of my life in tears 


Rarely from far of distance 

a group of meaningful words come flying 

and drop quietly with closed wings into my heart 
suddenly 1 get blushed into red 


] pour my heart in the fire of sacrifice 
without showing any sign of pain 
and water filled pot crashes on the heap of sand 


The hands of betrayal are many 
like a whirlpool in the clear depth of water 


] have kept open my pair of half familiarized eyes 
in the unknown corner of the morning 
with passing of every moment of my life 
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the ocean roars and cold wind come rushing 
from the other side of mountain 

and holds me lamp on the thick grey clouds 
in case you utter anything 
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Tomorrow Morning 


There is neither rain nor the storm in the sky 
yet there are turbulent waves on waves 


If 1 am both the boat and the boatman 
and the only means to your end 

if tomorrow my destination goes hayward 
and my dreams get shattered 

how could 1 imeet him 


Tomorrow the sun may or may not rise in the horizon 
the whole night on the floor of water 

under the shadow of the boat 

if the coward would be dancing nude 

if the tender seeds of my dreams fail to spout 

on the surface of the dry desert sand 

and the broken wishes from the coloured oyster of my eyes 
would be returning to their places of origin 

after failed transaction of feelings 


If escaping from the greedy fingers of merchants 

my emotion studded necklace will become dust laden 
and jumping into the water a star will disappear 
beyond the distant horizon 

a lonely bird will be heard 

singing a melancholy song from shore of nowhere 


My name too will have been erased 

from the surface of water 

yet I shali be standing on the top of waves 
like a queen of swans 
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Tomorrow when I meet 

either as a the queen or in the guise of a beggar maid 
1 shall have to give 

whatever I have not be able to give you so far. 
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I have to Go 


Yesterday sweet failures of life 
had come to invite me 


The seeds spout breaking the earth 

a beautiful song is taking shape from your promise 

and breaking into pieces of feeble voices 

in the dancing stream of my blood 

1 do not know how many times 

1 have mocked at my own plight 

1 have tasted honey and have not been able to throw away 
the sweet fragrance from the grip of my youth 


Sometimes 1 have shouted at the sky 

over the illusion of life 

sometimes I have leaned on the shoulder of time 
to spend the whole restless night 

that is why going and not going 

makes no difference to me 


Me who is omni present at one moment 
gets reduced to a tiny throb in the next 

yet even after reminding he is forgetful 

of the long path I have traveled till yesterday 
forgetting that my fortune lines 

are entangled between Saturn and Moon 


I have no time to answer your questions 
no time to repair the broken pieces of my being 


let me go now, yes this is now. 
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Salvation 


To get fulfilment of my time 
I have cut the universe to size 


I have lifted the seed of dreams on my finger tips 
before it breathed its last 

and have said goodbye to the stars 

and have run away from you 


Searching for fulfilment 

] have got a taste of it 

1 have repaired my broken wings 

and have sent them into the limitless sky to fly 
I have made the world behave the way I wanted 


I have written my pomes without words 

I have remained aloof from the world 

germinating into poems like dew drops on earth 

I have left my signature on the eyelids of sky 

1 have not kept any account of what I have got or not 
I must be wanting something more 

but here there is nothing like total fulfilment 


If I have wanted something 

or if 1 have got something in the quiet fragrance of pomes 
in the live-embryo of dreams 

it is because it is full of my own being. 
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Sans Dreams 


The cuckoo was not visible 

yet its song came wafting in 

and broke the inonotony of the whistling train 
I hid myself in me 


I got myself lost 
then wrote my name on the clouds 
and that is how they got melted into rains 


Overlooking the window 

are someone’s paintings of still mountains 

the trees and the houses and the memory of you 
as if you yourself appear standing in front of me 
right here and now with all emotions in your eyes 


I am not able to know whether you are the reality 
or a memory or an assurance of eternity 


When the whole world is asleep 

I left the veil of darkness with my questioning finger 
the wind of an unknown country leads my path 

and my sleepless self keeps searching 

and keeps losing time and again 

keeps touching the pole star in the sky 


My fate is a line drawn in the middle of the earth 
his cold blooded revenge 

has turned me into an insect 

sprinkling magic dust on me 
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as if my bones are tied up with a piece of thin thread 
as if today I am no more and did not exist ever before 


I laugh at myself when I come to senses 
when the earth exists and grass exists under my feet 
how is it that I cannot exist 


In every fold of my sari a river flows 
each bead of my necklace 

is studded with a star from the sky 

and there are loving tears in my songs 
yet how come my existence is not visible 


Behind an apparent show of strength 

what a pathetic state of being 

that is what makes me laugh 

and even after I ‘melt into nothingness 

I am able to touch the pole star in the sky 
without sleep and without dreams 
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To Get You Means 


They say that 1 have got you 

in fact have I got you 

to get you means going to the other side of the river 
covering the body with mysteries 

and to remove all the dirt from the soul 

and decorate the being with fragrance of jasmines 


In fact I have jumped over the steps in such great ecstasy 
not knowing how could 1 do it 

nor did I try to decipher the reason of my suspicion 
trust means trust 

how has my loneliness surrounded me 


Just to touch you 

how long I have waited at the cross roads 
how I have survived 

despite being tortured to the bones 


All alone I have roamed about the whole day 

and have rift open the clouds with my nails 

and have hung myself around the meaning of life 

like the necklace with a star studded in the middle 
which means I dream and accept dreams as reality 
and I get up to give solace to my broken heart 


What makes them to know 

that I have got your love 

I do not know whether anyone else knows or not 
but I know to get your love is to lose all words 
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and their meanings and to throw away 


my love laden heart onto the streets 
to get your love means to be wordless forever 


Digitized by PPRACHIN, SOA 


The Other Side of the Shore 


Who is on the other side of the shore 
the wind is dragging its feet 
bent with the heavy burden of darkness 


How a wild steam of pain 
runs through my heart 
killing me moinent by moment 


The dreams of the poet have been broken into dust 
and are soiled in the dirt 

still there is brightness in the dust 

vou say that the tiny atoin in the dust is mine 
maybe it is mine 

in that bright light my lover will get back to life 
even ten years after his death 


In that light the tree will turn red 

the roads will melt away 

a sardonic laughter will spread 

from this end of the sky to that far end 

and in that radiance your vanity will melt into nothingness 


I shall stretch my arms 


but 1 am not able to make out in damp darkness of life 
who is on the other side of shore? 
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Inside the Light House 


If memory had a body 
I would have pushed it away 
from the front of my eyes 


He stands before me 

and drowns me 

in the endless deluge of his magical look 

past, present and future do not get any identity 
in the vast stream of despair 


In the turmoil of forest of flowers 
conflicts of anxieties 

dry roots think of loss and gain 

there is no importance of my queenliness 
from the throne of prejudice 

only in the ecstasy of the mystical look 

1 get lost 

and time stands still like a bird of stone 


The seed vibrates under the soil 
the earth trembles 
like a dew drop on the morning grass 


Yet I survive and get reborn 

1 do not know how many times 
but I keep swimming in the stream 
made from the down pour of tears 
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Signature 


Is it sleep or death 

or it is the staircase of fathomlessness 

or it is the simultaneous experience of life and death 
this now I spread myself like a wave of light 

in the spread of lightning across the universe 


I am the tender throb in the heart of the lotus 

and loud thunder of the sky too 

I blossom like rain of flowers in the darkness of desolate caves 
do not ask where am I 

I am no where 


When the pain and the pleasure lose their identity 
when someone becomes formless 

and the wind gets a form 

when the restless river remains stilled 

at the mouth of the sea 

whether you free ime or not from your bondage 
in the ultimate silence utterances get lost 

but your tender heart-beats 

get voiced in the midst of intense suffering 
poems come and breathe new meanings 

into the red cell of my blood. 


when I close my eyes to rest like a tiny white bird 
in the nest of your embrace 

you become the milk way 

I get stuck up to you 

like a dew drop in the lap of a petal 
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I change to become the formless 

and again from the formless I take to the form 
which showers bright light 

like the rain of flowers 

that which is insulated against time 

many strong desires get into life 

in the womb of my golden heart 

shaped with one ray of that radiance 

again and again 1 become mother to those lives 


from the womb of a handfull of dust 

on the branches of a fig tree 

the song that gets back to life 

the heart throb of that freshly formed embryo 
deep inside the body of a young woman 

I am that motherhood in every creation of life 
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The Throne 


The throne remained empty 

they stopped at the staircase 

the invisible angels of the magic throne 
do not ask questions here 


her beautiful and tender face 
her swelling breasts 

the inviting look of her thighs 
the magic of her sweet voice 
are beyond all imaginations 


Oh prince, how come you have stayed back 

this diamond studded throne is yours 

come and occupy it 

yes, there is burning fire on the throne 

do not be afraid 

it is the fire that burns the desires 

do not camouflage yourself with this facade and that 
O my dear prince 


The cowards have no place in the coronation of love 
ask the question of justice to yourself 

do get to know the body 

that experiences no differences in fire and water 


Not one but put your hand on your heart 
thousand times and touch its throb 

drop your comforts on the royal streets 
drop the robe of arrogance 

then O noble man ascend the throne 
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To Love 


That day the sky was not ready 
to give shelter 
to a tiny drop of love 


The earth sank 

the green leaves fell from the trees 

frightened birds flew away to nowhere 

millions of murderers roared 

millions of swords dazzled with their sharp edges 


And to day when homes 

are filled with twittering of metallic birds 

and walls are decorated with throbless green of plastic trees 
where the world moves on expectations 

where is the place for love 
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Can’t Be Thrown Away 


It is impossible to leave 
throwing things away 
not even the cell after taking away the pearl 


Not possible to leave behind 

the princess half naked in the jungle 
otherwise one has to repent a lot in life 
hanging one’s face inside a stable 


No relationship can be broken 

not even the enmity 

even the enemy comes to our mind 

time and again | 

there is a bond of attraction in the enmity 


Even the fruit cannot be plucked away from the branches 
there is a definite place to throw 

this is why the stone of the mango 

is thrown in the garbage bin 

and not any where else 


But the way you gave me 

the chilly feel of your frozen heart 

and threw me away on to the road side 
even one cannot throw one’s enemy that way 
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Are you Searching Me? 


Are you searching me 

calling me by my name 

even after it is confirmed 

by one and all that I am not here? 


My name has neither been uttered 

by the royalties nor been heralded with the trumpets 
long since it been dumped 

into the abyss of forgetfulness 


This news has not reached you? 

now nobody talks about me 

if by chance someone utters it 

words break into pieces 

and get lost in silences 

you may ask anyone if you think this is not true 


But I am not spent out 

1 am like that as 1 was in the beginning 

I can neither propagate about myself 

nor can push to see myself ahead of others 


There is no song sweeter than mine own 

I have no courage to say this 

these withering lines with broken rhythms 
stretch their pathetic arms like an anaemic child 
to shelter in my embrace 

at that moment 

I make out the helplessness of my voice 
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Even after all this if you want 
you can search 

not anywhere else 

but in the lines of my poems 
overflowing with affectionate tears 
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The Painter 


Who jis seeing his face 

in the reflection of the quiet surface 
of the nude river at dusk? 

is that the sky full of the dark clouds 


or a huge blue swan? 


The poet was restless 

not being able to get connected 

to the invisible world 

from the crimson horizon 

some one’s voice come floating in the wind 
and was getting spilled 

into music of murmur everywhere 


In the nearby lake 

the smile of the red lily 

was making a statement on artist's failure 

O artist, are you teasing me 

because your creativity is untouched by time 


If tears of satire will drench the river banks 

if the heart will break open: 

with heaving a deep sigh 

if the brush will startle with enchanting colours 
having your mirror on the wall of the sky 
who can guarantee 

that 1 shall not sit in front of that huge canvas 
exactly in your place 
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The Ordinary Happenings 


Has the whole sky gone dumb or what 

can’t it call me by my name 

entering through the window of the bus 

cannot it show me its courtyard of that endless void 


Then for me to grow wings 
and fly out of the bus ride 
would be just an ordinary act 


But he is dumb like a piece of tin 
never been able to know my dreams 


Every day 1 am so much used to melancholy 
that it has ceased to exit with its connotations 
I am sans relationship with every one 


When you do not have relationship 
where is the question of love 
and regrets from the betrayal of love 


Rain won’t drag me into its pitter patter world 
and won’t ask what are you writing either 

and therefore I am supposed to burst open 
like rains like a bunch of ripe grapes 

like a flood of emotions 


Why can’t those birds returning to their nests 
snatch away a fruit or two from the basket on my head 


do they suspect and know that I have the plan 
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to pin them down in the sky though black magic 
and behind that plan 
how many times I weep and do not weep 


Flight of birds like the swift stream of a river 

had scattered over my courtyard 

and me 

after climbing a flight of stairs in the void 

I have plucked a handful of stars from the sky 

and have illuminated the paths 

by putting them everywhere wherever there were darkness 
without caring for their thickness and density 
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The Witness 


Despite heavy rains 

somewhere earth remains the thirsty 
even the guests return 

without getting a sip of water to drink 


No trace of royalty is left with this queen 
who disappears into the void 
sitting on her flying throne 


She is overflowing with heavenly fragrance 
inside her heart 
despite laden with the burden of darkness and sorrow 


Tearing the mountain of clouds 

the waterfall of light descends 

onto the shadow lying in sleep on the thick bed of leaves 
someone in the distance ~ 

calling aloud to stay back 


Have you seen such a place where no sunshine falls 
where the dreams of Kadambn flowers 

have never been shattered 

is there a piece of land which has never been drenched 
despite such heavy snowfall 

I am the witness here 

and here 1 have frozen into stone 


Despite so much affection 
despite so much surrender 
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the heart that has not changed into compassion 
the eyes that have not melted into tears 

the colours that have not begun to brighten 
myself is the witness 

to all those letters of cruelty tattooed on me 
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To Love Everything 


What did you call me for? 
what else is left for me for see 


The arrogance underneath your smile 
the gift of your miserliness 

the vanity of the snail 

living in the dark depth of the mud 
hypocrisy of your being 

hidden beneath the dazzle of your crown 


These days my hart has become a stone 
it could easily be a touchstone 

could be a weapon 

or could be something motionless 
despite overflowing of life 

some times I forgive me 

some times 1 cannot 


slow disappearing of the afternoon sunshine 
from the bank of the river 

the whole night falling of the yellow leaves 
the faint fragrance of distant stars 

and sudden missing of a heart beat 

are nothing but the echoes of that heart 
who has lost everything in life 

What did you call me here for? 


I have to go back 
whether I forgive myself or not 
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now to love this river 
these fallen leaves, fragrance of these stars 
this sunshine is for me to die again 
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Let Us Return Then 


Are you asking me 

to go back to the bank of that river? 

thick fog must have covered both the banks 

and must have hovered over the water bed 

like vague creepers like mysteries surrounding the being 


I am that reluctant sunshine 

sprayed on the December fog 

you are that throbbing ecstasy in me 

where do we stop at which dawn in whicl continent 
in the coming spring we shall make castles f sand 


Let us spread the newness of light 
across the darkest corner of the world 
and give back the humanity 

the fulfilment of their dreams 
touching the magic wand called love 


Taking the wings of God’s wish 

let us call back those ever wandering stars 
onto the bed of daiicing fountains 

and feed the million ‘birds 

let us go back then 


carrying with us a huge share of sorrow of the world 


let us move forward leaving behind the: fog 
that evaporates in the distant rice fields. 
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